蜚語 (第十一期) by 嶺南文社
Lingnan University
Digital Commons @ Lingnan University




Follow this and additional works at: http://commons.ln.edu.hk/lusu_literaturesociety_magazine
Part of the Chinese Studies Commons
This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Literature Society 嶺南文社 at Digital Commons @ Lingnan University. It has been





























































































































覺 得 細 ， 一 眼 睇 晒 啲
Building。









慢 慢 發 現 細 都 有 好 多 好






























第 二 年 覺 得 自 己 唔 可 以 咁






job with cancer fund, 




H a l l 。 希 望 下 年 可 以 去
Exchange。















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Months and months of denying my true feelings and tolerating 
the person I thought I was deeply 
in love with put the spark out of me. 
I kept wondering why this could all 
happen and how my relationship 
winded up so abruptly like it never 
even started. Could it have been our 
arguments, my agitation, rage and 
impatience, or did feelings simply 
grow cold and withered? Would 
any of it have been better or at least 
remained the same if I learned to 
contain my anger and not to turn 
into a monster? The questions 
haunt me each day, draining the 
life out of me; I am a living dead, a 
shell carrying an empty soul. The 
fractured and fragile soul is just too 
much to handle and I am convinced 
that I will never be able to step 
onto the journey of recovery. I am 
drowning in a bottomless pit and 
darkness engulfs me more and
more; but you wash away my misery, 
tear down the walls enclosing me 
and rekindle the light within me.
When I first laid eyes on you, the 
kindness and gentleness in your 
eyes had such an intense hold 
on me. Your glance penetrates 
my soul and I feel vulnerable and 
stripped down to the bone, but I 
have such a burning desire to let 
you understand me more. I dare 
myself to embark on a new journey, 
one that I am afraid of yet willing 
to embrace it intensely. The way 
that we see the world together is 
like fitting the pieces of a puzzle 
together. You make the world alive 
and every small detail comes to life 
whenever I am with you. When we 
look up and admire every cherry 
blossom on the trees, our eyes glow 
together and the beauty of nature 
overwhelms us. We lie under the
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trees and explore the different 
shades of pink in the flowers under 
the sunlight; a single brush of your 
hand against mine electrifies me 
and nervousness jolts through my 
whole body. I feel every single cell 
within me yearning for your touch. 
The warmth and scent of your 
body sets my heart aflutter and it 
is irresistible to tear my eyes away 
from you. Your eyes glow with joy 
and I can see my own reflection 
in them, and I know how blissful 
we feel in each other’s company. 
The leaves flutter like wings in the 
breeze and the sunlight flickers 
amongst them. The light bounces 
on your eyelashes and the color 
of your eyes constantly changes 
when the Sun hits your eyes in 
different angles. The chirping 
of the red cardinal is so distinct 
in the soothing breeze that it 
possesses such a unique meaning 
to our relationship because that 
symbolizes where we first met. Our 
love drowns out everything else 
except for our presence in such a 
breathtaking universe where fate 
paves the way to bind us together.
We both bathe in each other’s love. 
Darkness no longer devours me 
and this love inspires me, liberates
me and reawakens me. I gulp the 
invigorating air greedily after I have 
been drowning for such a long time 
and I am reborn, full of vitality. The 
taste of freedom is tremendously 
pleasant and exotic. I feel your love 
seeping into my pores, coursing 
through my veins, revitalizing every 
inch of my body. Every step that 
we take, every breath that we take, 
every thought that we have is in 
sync. You inspire me to appreciate 
and connect with the world on a 
more intimate level and feel the 
world with every sensation that I 
have. The world that we both exist 
in is so picturesque that I am in tune 
with the vivacity of our surrounding. 
My senses have fully awakened 
and I have never truly lived until 
now; this magnificent surprise has 
taken a long and strenuous time 
to reach me. Love that conquers 
all and fears nothing bind us close 
and leave us intact. Love is such an 
intangible and surreal soul, which 
has a tremendously penetrable 
force on me and has the power 
to patch up my fragmented soul. 
It dares me to go to places that I 
have never dreamed of and break 
out of the cage that I set for myself.
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十八歲
梁穎心
  始指最初，開頭。
  對我而言剛過去的十八歲正是新的開始。
  媽媽說：「我的十八歲應該是踏着單車四處玩吧！」嗯，好
像沒有太大教育意義。 
  爸爸說：「那時候還很年輕，我的興趣便是到小賣部買小
食，聽聽同學彈結他。」他的中學生活好像也蠻輕鬆的。
  忽然一把聲音從沙發傳來，爺爺清清嗓子，緩緩地道：「你
們爺爺十八歲時......」
  毒辣的太陽快要把大地燃燒，內地鄉村的土地水分被蒸發，
裂成一塊一塊的黃土，沒有一絲微風，奇怪的事情，鄉村的村民每
人手中都拿着些破銅爛鐵向同一個方向前進，人群中有個弱小的少
年，滿頭汗水，嘴唇乾裂滲血，手中拿着個鐵煲，他甚麼都不知
道，別人說「煉鋼」，所有少年都要幫忙，他不知道甚麼是「鋼」
，他只求不被村中的幹部欺壓，夢想？理想？離他很遠，他只求不
挨打。
  這裏有一名少女，天氣涼熱和她無關，她總呆在空調房中，
一手持雪糕，一手持滑鼠，目不轉睛地對螢光幕傻笑，不瞟一眼身
旁各活動的報名表。
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  刺骨的北風凜冽地吹，萬物凋零，樹木只餘下光禿禿的枝
幹，好不荒涼，強烈的寒風像要把路旁的一間草屋掀翻，冰冷的風
從破敗的泥牆中鑽入，屋中的少年只是蓋着一條薄布，身體無一處
不被冷風所包圍，凍得直打哆嗦。大陽還未升起，天空依然是灰沉
沉，少年便要外出放牛，手腳已凍得麻木發紅，雙掌只能不斷摩擦
渴望產生一絲絲的熱力，厚衣物對少年而言是奢侈品，把盛米的麻
包袋套在身上，繩子往腰間一捆，便成了他的禦寒衣服了，放牛是
他唯一可做的事，只求一餐温飽而已。 
  這裏有一名少女，寒假只懂窩在家中，開着暖爐，在被窩中
百無聊賴又一天了，從沒想過外出，看看這個世界，虛度了不知多
少時日，她十八年來便是這樣漫無目的地過去。 
  「如果不跟你說，你又不知道十八歲在不同年頭的分別。」
說罷，爺爺喝了一口熱茶。  一點慚愧的感覺從心中萌生,經常抱怨
社會的制度給不了年青人機會，難以實現夢想,卻沒有追溯以前，
對比過去，現今十八歲的年青人多了不少機會，他們可以因應自己
的志願和理想去決定未來要走的路。 
  十八歲正值花樣年華，生命中最燦爛的一段時間，及時行
樂，享受青春的美好當然可以，但十八歲是多麼珍重的一年，為何
不花一點時間為己定下明確的方向？要知道正確的開始正是成功的
一半。
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街前長短更
白澤
  那實在是再平常不過的一處小院，往來不過兩三畝，光景上除了東
北角的叢叢菖蒲，也全是些荒草敗葉。徑上花塵滿滿，也沒有什麼九曲迂
處，便直直通向書齋。匾上原取的是《畫舫錄》裏玉玲瓏三個字，如今玉
字沒了，徒剩兩個朴拙的玲瓏。
  原道主人是在此養氣，有人送了些竹子，道素節安能無此君。植也
未植便將竹子扔在爛泥沼中，他養的是枕石漱流的氣，原不要什麼盡不得
的餘生。酒不必沾，胸中塊壘可澆得，卻無以澆得這片河山。
  外頭世道算是盛世，然而唯有江山勝處，酒賣斜陽，金粉六朝模樣
既在，如今再怎麼閉門也是淺薄。玲瓏館長年開敞，除了貫入的長風，也
不見什麼人來。
  他覺得合意。
 
  窗外暮色，案上浮着油燈豆光，青卷正好翻至一半。徐廣晚年應當
如此，只是想到他修書大多散佚，覺得仿佛連晚節也盡失，白白哭當年那
場靈。昔年他葬的是國，而今他葬的是魂。
  他回身取過珊瑚紅漆匣，內有兩塊水澤鑒人的竹板，叩起來雲聲蒼
蒼。長街上滿是失了三魂六魄的魑魅，華燈下鬼影塵囂甚眾，伴着他聽不
見的更聲。
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            回歸十五週年慶誌的煙火匯演開始了，五光十色的鎂光燈，斑斕奪
目的火光伴隨着市民的歡呼一踴而湧到天際，轟然炸開，靜謐沉緬的夜空
被添上絢爛的煙火，瞬間的璀璨，極致的炫美，均是為記錄這十五年來香
港的變化。可這不是神明的生日，既不是英雄的誕辰，更不是龐貝末日之
時，那麼，人們慶祝的究竟是甚麼？
            你，用甚麼東西量度時間？
            一隻沙漏裏細沙流完是一段時間。一柱馨香裊裊燒完是一段時間。
一盞清茶，從熱到涼，是一段時間。鐘錶的指針滴答走完一圈，是一段時
間。愛情由萌芽到結果，是一段時間。
            有時候，我們用眼睛的「壞」來量度時間。一棟每天路過的房子，
由痕跡斑斑的圍牆至腐蝕傾倒的木門柱，然後看見那一吋吋擴大塌陷的屋
頂探出野樹爬藤的蹤影，宣告完成—需要多少時間。
            有時候，我們用非常細微的「動」來量度時間。星星的行走，潮汐
的漲落，日影的長短，不都是時間的量器嗎？在香港太平山頂上看陽光落
在維港的粼粼碧波上，冬天和夏天不同。在台南等待前往台北的列車上看
月缺圓蝕，春天和夏天不同。
            寫「無邊落木蕭蕭下，不盡長江滾滾來」的時候，杜甫不是在記錄
時間嗎？林布蘭一年一年在畫自畫像，從年少輕狂畫到滿目滄涼—他不是
在記錄時間嗎？
            大抵回歸的狂歡、聚集，恐怕都是一種時間的集體儀式吧？都市裏
的人，燈火太亮，早已不再習慣看日月星移，他們只抓緊一個日子，在那
一天晚上，用美酒，音樂和煙火，藉著人群吆喝壯膽，在那看不見的門沿
尺上，刻下一刀。
            凌晨四時，整個北海道斂了華彩，都在寂靜中安然沉睡，我行裝整
齊，往新千歲機場出發，冷冽的空氣使人清醒。我在想，在遠古的湄公河
上，時間用甚麼測量？
時間孔國祥
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